I2                  LETTERS FROM SAMOA
was good practice for what lies before me in Samoa! We went to the Arab town, which is so dreadfully dirty that I should not care to venture near it in hot weather. Indeed, we refused to go into an open mosque, much as I had wished to see one; because, for reasons that I won't enlarge upon, we were really afraid to get into close quarters with the Arabs.
Afterwards we went to do some shopping, and the scene in the street was most extraordinary. The whole population seemed to have turned out, and we could scarcely walk along for people pressing their wares upon us ; they absolutely fought with each other to get near us. The babel of tongues was deafening, and in itself enough to make buying anything almost impossible; and when a lady with us did buy a hat, we were hemmed in by a crowd of boys with soft baskets, holding them open, and demanding the hat to carry for her. We were obliged to take refuge from our persecutors in a cafe, but it was not much help; they followed us in, and had to be periodically cleared out by an Attendant Once a Turkish policeman came to the rescue and drove them all out with a stick; he laid on as if he were the clown in a pantomime and with about as much effect And in the midst of this commotion we were amused to notice how the prices of everything came down if we did not seem to wish to buy; one man, who began by declaring that he would not take less